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ANYWHERE WITH YOu. 


By 


Greene cool 


Alice D. O. Greenwood. 


Anywhere with you dear, 
Or thru shade and shine, 
I will follow gladly. 


With my hand in thine. 


Tho the way be rugged, 
And the path be steep, 
Thou and Heaven willing, 


Step with thee I'll keep. 


On thru joy or sadness, 
On thru woe or mirth, 
Anywhere with you dear. 


Anywhere on earth. 
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COME SIT ON MY KNEE LITTLE GIRLIZ. 
Dy. 
Alice D. Q. Greenwood. 


Come sit on my knee little girlie, 
And snuggle up close to my breast, 
And we'll dream of a wonderful future, 


And build for ourselves a home nest. 


Where bickerings and strife never enter, 
Where life is one beautiful dream, 
Contentment and hope ever present, 


And Love in the master supreme. 


Come quickly the moments are flying, 
And duty is calling you know. 


Come sit on my knee little girlie, 


And kiss me again ere I go. 


THE FOLKS WE USED TO KNOW 
By 
Alice D. 0. Greenwood 


eS ae ee a M O aD 


Did you ever notice somehow, 
As the years go slidin' past, 
That you git to lookin' back'ard 


Sorter wishful to'rds the last? 


An' how them 'ats now your neighbors 
Don't stand a ghost of show, 
When you go comparin' of 'em 


To the folks you used to know? 


It'pears we just can't recollect 
The fracases we've had, 
Nur forty'leven other things 
That made us fightin' mad. 
But we've salted down the good un's, 
An' no matter whur we go, 
There's none can “hold a candle" | 


To the folks we used to know. 


I mind when we was livin' 
Out there on cedar crick, 
There want no better neighborhood 
When anyone tuck sick, 
They'd come from all d'rections, 
Jist wade through rain ur snow 
To see how you was comin’ on," 


The folks we used to know. 
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An! the vittels that they'd fetch you, 
Why ! they'd fairly make you laf. 
You'd be deader nur a mackerel 
If you'd only et the haf. 
Put me in mind of fair time, 
Or some purvishun show, 
To see ‘em Packin! in the stuff, 


The folks we used to know. 


My stars! but they was soshable 
Out on the old state road, 
And used to go a visitin! 
Jist by the wagon-load. 
*hey'd grin, shake hands, say "how'dy," 
An! as plain as preachin' show 
They was tickled most to pieces, 


The folks we used to know. 


They'd feed us on fried chicken, 
The best ‘twas in the shop, 

An' pile your plate with vittels, 
An! I vum! they wouldn't stop 

Till tyey made you most feel sneakin' 
To see it loaded so, 

Then say, "Take holt an' help yourself," 


The folks we used to know. 


"We ain't no quality," they'd say, 


We're only common folks." 
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An! then all hands would snicker, 


An' fall to crackin! jokes. 


An' afore you hardly know'd it, 
Why, it was time to go, 
So we'd say "Good—by, come over," 


To the folks we used to know. 


“here air they now, I wonder, 
411 them happy old- time folks 
That made this life worth livin' 
With their friendship and their jokes? 
Well} I ask for nothin' better, 
When it comes my time to go, 
Than a ticket that'll take me 


To the folks we used to know. 


THE JOBLESS MAN'S PRAYER. 
By. 
Alice D. 0. Greenwood. 
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God, if you was in my place, 

A sick wife, five children, an' pore 
Doin’! your damdest to keep 

The hungry wolf from the door, 
Landlord a wantin' his rent, 

Grocier a houndin' you to, 
No way to earn a damed cent, 


What in the hell would you do? 


God, I aint askin' fer alms, 
All that I want's a square deal 
There's plenty of grub in this town. 
But Christ!I dont want to steal. 
But damed if my family shall starve, 
I've got to have something to do, 


Or Well you know what I mean, 


And now sir the hob's up to you. 


I Know of a Place 


I know of a place, an' jeemeny krout! 

It's the funniest place in the world, about. 
It's little an’ old an' all run down, 

Jis the durndest lookin! excuse fer a town. 
There aint but one street, an' oh jee whiz! 
Sich a nother lookin street as it is. 

The buildings—~there aint more'n two or three 
‘Ats fit fer to live in now; you see, 

The balance looks like they'd never been built, 
But fetched by a cyclone there an’ split, 

An' jis lef' lay whur they happened to drap— 
A pile of rubbish come down kerslap. 

But shore as yer born, if someun'd say, 

"Jis take yer choice an' Il1 pay yer way 

To any ole place yer a mine ter go," 

I wouldn't be long a lettin him know 

He might buy my ticket fer that ‘ere town 
tAts little an' old, an' all run down. 


I kin see me now gittin off the train, 
An! a shakin hans with the boys ag'in. 
An! its "Hello, John ™ "How air ye Jack! 
When in the devil did you git back? 
Looks tip top, don't ye think so, Mat? 
Grub must been plenty whur he's been at. 
But ancer a feller, kaint ye? Say! 

When did ye come? How long'll ye stay?" 
An' a firin' the questions at me so fast 
I‘fergit ‘em all but the vary last, 

An' stan' there lookin’ jis like a dunce, 
An' all o' them yellin, at me to once, 
Ant a shakin' hans an a poundin' me, too, 
Till I bet my shoulder is black an' blue, 
An' me a feelin' that tarnel good 

I'd not be presydent if I could. 

I'd ruther jis loaf in that ‘ere town 
‘Ats little an' old, an! all run down. 


When I get rich I'm a goin! back. 

Yes siree! An' oh gee whack ! 

Goin' back, that's what I said, 

An' I'm going ter paint the old town red. 
"Fix her up?" Naw siree. 

Not any fix up, if you please, fer me. 

But I'll hev one meal, ur I'll miss my guess, 
With that ‘ere woman we call Aunt Hess. 

An' we'll hev fried chicken, an' blackberry jam, 
An' mashed pertaters, an good smoked ham, 

An' sody biskit, an! nice riz@bread, 
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An! spotted gravy, brown an' red. 

(Golly ! I wisht I had some now; 

I'd make a batch if I jis node how.) 

An' cakes, an! three ur four kinds o' pies, 
An! Aunt Hess'1l set an' pollygize, 

Ant “wish she had somethin! at you could eat," 
An' a meal afore ye that kaint be beat. 
Them's the folks in that 'ere town, 

'Ats little, an' old an!’ all run down. 


So ye kin take yer cities an' go whur ye will, 

Leave me the little ole town on the hill. 

Ye kin heve the hull sidewalk, gimme the big road, 

I like things best putty much as they growd, 

An' I druther set down in the shade of a tree 

An' let nater whisper her secrets to me 

Amongst the dumb critters that don't lie, nur cheat, 
Than to go rubberneckin' thru any old street. 

Gimme common folks, I like 'em the best, 

An' I don't give a durn how a feller is drest, 

If he come by,it honest, that ere's the main thing-- 
An honest man s coat's good enuff fer a king. 

So, if in yer travels ye happen ter see 

Any them folks that's 'quainted with me, 

Jis tell ‘em fer me I'm peggin' away, 

Hopin' to make ‘em a visit someday, 

If I don't make the riffle they'1l all understand 
‘At I played my best keerds, but I helt a pore hand, 
An' tell 'em I'1l never go back on the town 

‘At's little, an’ old, an' all run down. 


By Alice D. O. Greenwood. 


"The Things of Every Day" 


I love the dear familiar things of every day, 
The first faint light of early dawn, 
The call of chanticleer across the way, 
The breath of fragrance from the dewy lawn, 
The sound of slippered feet upon the floor; 
My name called softly at my chamber door. 


The rising sun in the dim fire-lighted room, 

The fitful shasows glancing here and there, 
The search for something in the quiet room; 

Every homey comfort with its need of care 
A man's voice hamming in the room below; 

Some sweet old tunes of years and years ago. 


The cheery song the kettle always sings, 

The snowy cloth and table laid for two, 
The frugal meal, the gratitude it brings, 

To those who labor and whose wants are few, 
'Tis not for wealth or luxury I pray 

But for the dear familiar things of everyday. 


By Alice D. O. Greenwood. 


Taken from an article in the Indianapolis News by Mrs. Juliet 
V. Strouse. 


When we came out to start home a summery—looking cloud 
was lifting in the west, showing a fringe of rain at its edge 
over a streak of palest primrose sky. I dearly love to ride 
in the rain; to hear the big thunder and smell the ineffable 
deep sea suggestion of the storm. Some way I wes reminded of 
Jacobs ladder. The lightning seemed to present a zigzag stair 
for the descent of heavenly visitants. What if the angel who 
came down that dizzy height when the heavens opened before us 
had laid his wand against my heart? What better time to go? 

I always pray when there is thunder and the warm spring rain, 
but it is not a prayer of fear and trembling. It is a rejoic- 
ing prayer. 


Jonathan Crick 


by 
Alice D. O. Greenwood. 


"Jonathan Crick! Where's Jonathan Crick ™ 
Some O' you fellers jis run hyur quick. 
Hyur's a man tat says he's a bin 

Reun! the world an' back agin, 

An! if you'll believe it, he's axin O' me, 
"An! whur's Jonathan Crick?" says he. 


Them's the identicel words he sed. 

Whatcher spose is wrong wish his head? 

Looks all right, but ye never kin tell. 

Reckon he thinks he's cuttin’ a swell 

With his stove-pipe hat, an' a lookin! so slick, 
An’! don't even know whurs Jonathan Crick. 


'Pears to me like I allers node 

Ever crook an' turn in the road, 

Ever stick an' stump on the way. 

He's traveled a heap, an' his hair is gray, 
But durn his pelt, he's axin o' me, 

An! "whur is Jonathan Crick? says he. 


An' hyur I am in my old blue jeens, 

Don't skusly look 'sif I node beans, 

With a hickory shirt, an a holé in the sleeve, 
An' jeemeny krout! you wouldn 't bllieve 

The likes o' him would enquire o' me, 

But "whur is Jonathan Crick?" says he. 

Run hyur sonny, an' tell this man. 

(He's only five, but I know he can; 

Smart as a whip, an’ knows a sight, 

Swear like a sailor, an! chaw, an fite.) 
Now don't be bacward, jis speak up quick, 
An' tell whatcher know about Jonathan Crick. 


"Why, pap, what fer did ye ax me that? 

Why, Jonathan Crick's whur we live at, 

An! granny, an' sis, ant Unckle®Bill, 

An‘ whur they dig coal right outen the hill; 
An' the hoss weeds grows so tall an' thick-- 
Why, don't he know whurs Jonathan Crick?" 


Moral 


Afore ye start out aroun! the world, 
With yer stove-—pipe hat, an' yer murstash curled; 
'Pore ye git the idee that yer a big gun, 
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An' brag whur ye've been, an’ tell what chuve done; 
'Pore ye make up yer mind yer so tarnal slick, 
Jis go an' find out, whur's Jonathan Crick. 


A FEW MORE TROUBLOUS YEARS. 


By Alice D. O. Greenwood. 


A few more troublous years at most, 
An' I will be a bloomin' ghost. 
I'll have no taxes then to pay, 


No grocery bills, nor rent they say. 


Unhampered then by age an! debt, 
I'll have a bully time you bet. 
They tell us, too, ‘mong other things, 


We'll all have harps an' all wear wings. 


The harp idea suits tip-top, 
But, Wings! I'd never learn to flop. 
Some easier means of locomotion, 


I'm sure would better suit my notion. 


I've seen some rather strenuous times, 
An' writ some mighty foolish rhymes, 
An! furthermore, I'll have to own, 


That I have been a rollin' stone. 


But after all is sed an' done, 
I ‘low I've had my sheer of fun. 
An' when a feller's had his sheer 


Of blessings on this mundane speer- 


Ain't had no rhumatiz nor gout, 
Nor-nuthin' else to knovk him out, 


When He's not halt, nor blind, nor sick- 


By gum, he hadn't orter kick. 


